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H1 I bresthe amin: Clievnlter 1kes

ga all immeonsely. He ixan Yfacute

observern's wo .use snleminly told,

and that n_why- I dl.-ti:}cth'e!y emplhusize

the fmct that he likes us'all immensely,
Gdea, " 7010 Duteh!" 1

Chavatier ia n diplomatf. acd, with inter-
viewers, - he -has strenuonsly avoided the
bangl Byen Duse's tricky silence .l\'.'!c:;mf.‘b
Yoalgnificant I facs of Chevalier's Sipjo-
macy; with Sarah's cohventlonal babbile
about conservatolres, awl Julld Marlowe,
and the art of keeplng youny, degenerates
fnte mere drivel, Chevaller, in Ll role of
“houte obwervor,™ hiis enrefully studled
the’ Anferfoun- work: polnt, and lw has pan-
dsped to It, delicately but lrreslstilily.

Thisk you, oh! gentls readers, that he
has committed the doleful ervors of the
whtinl® Do yéy Imngine that lie has dwelt
on our evilipavements, onr malodorons n.s.h-
harrels, pur rich and gelitinous muid? No,
:-10']1 o nﬂj:. You cannet, and yop shall mot.

sepitia difference betwicen an Amoriorn and
Engilsh bar,” Chevalier Is repor d to
hare #ald; “is that in England they give
you your whiskey and kindly allow you to
mix It with all the water you want, while
fn bappy, freé America they give you
your witer and kindly allow you to mix It
wizh- all the whizksy you want.

1 eall It lovely. 1t is a siroke of penius,
AMiix O'Rell naver suld anything fve-elghths
ax bright, while Paul Boutget—well, Prul
Bourzet never sald ‘anything bright at all,
Chevalier in Iess than 8 weck bas discovs
ernd. the dneffatily subtle charm of the
whiskey aliuston. Yeét le has never fieen
an Amerfean fnrce-comed He ‘s never
askisted at g -seance of American wit. He

has nover listened to, the tnkling poker |

aml whiskey Jests uttersd behind the foot-
lghts. He 1s dn lpspired genifus, and thot
i# ‘the long and sbort of 1. He bas made
his appeal short, but direct, and g hos
zot there, His whiskey discovery has
knocked all the hnckneyed 1 love dear
Amporica," and I dole ob the denr Amer-
Ieans't sazlngs Into cocked -Lats,

Yive Chovaller! He Is ocurs for keeps,
and 1 shouldn't be a bit sarprlsed if he
mede Wmself ns lncandescently populis lu
Sofarion as be has done In England.

I should ilike to hear his impressions of
Amerfean gudlences. They must be singa-
I&rly dioll. What are his ideas about a
geathing assombisge of prople who applaud
hijp lunglly and handily before they huve
aver heard bim? What Lins be 1o say on the
stibject of a pre-cooked repotation?

Men afd women In (Mls country are
ohllged to stave for Fenrs and years Lefore
they can ever hope for xvalleya of applause
such ap grested Clevaller ut Kostor nnd
Bial’s last Monday night, before he bad
opened his motuth. BEven! (bon they don't
uiviys miihage fo tecurs It  English stars
with repttations shopld arlse and Dbless
Amorien. . In- mo other ity In the world
¢an audlences be found alfiie uoto those of
this metropoiis. DPersénzlly, I éanuot help

fdepliring the sycophontie adorntion thuat-

renders  stoh - wanlfestesione  possible?
New Yorkers, however, are kKiudly. They
will appland o star fhrjously belore he Las
fippeaTid, even i they stay away from Uis
peeforiinneys wlen they have lstened to
Wim., They oltp hliz ow the back ou the
strength. of W8 Eurdpesn reputatlon, even
if thegy exclilm sfterwaid: “Yoi cun't
{upieatetit In Amefiéa" It 18 o burmless
proceeding when you come to annlyse i,
and one which In the years to_come, when
Ngw Yorkers have left their swoddling
clpthes, will be lmpossiblie,

In the' ease of Cheveller, howover, the
before wans justified by the afterward.  He
o axtiss of the purest and miony Hmpld
water, and his chamerer sketches wounld
monvinte an audience of savages, Such
BODEE 0¥ bhe- otiors wIZNE be vilgar and
sltmmy, snd evan suell-y, As he siogs

them, however, fthoy are gems of both
dietion and melody. Qhevallier 1a the finest
musle hall artlst that Amerlén bas lLeard
In the last decade, Yvette Gullbert Is a
stupld and an Gidpmprebensible fad com-
paved with Ohevaller, who glves ns humpn
zature as It (s pot only lu the sluns of
London, but In the alleys of the enfire
world. £

I louthe pathos on the variety slage as a
general  thing. Nothing navseates me
wore than the moaudlin efforts of short
skirted soubretres and dark-shinoed juve-
niles to awnken yoor sympathics for o dead
mommer or’ 4 moribund btat. They nre
nconcelvably, vexing, Cheyvaller, howeveay,
Is pothetie noeonsciously. He tulkés you
by ca¥y stages from humor to pathos (rod
tha cut is really a short one to &n artlst),
und before yon have fnlshed laughing at
bim he has touched some of the chords
that you keep hidden underneath your
snspenders,

Chevailer. richly deserves to succeed In
America, and I feel convinced that he will
do It. Thers are fow keener artlsts even

on the Tegitimates sStoge
- -

Romehow or other I.cunhln’l help wisling,
when I anw Hose Coghian In Brother
Chariex’s dlamond- play, culled “Madame,"
ut Palmer's Theatrs, that the playwright
nd cliosen some other gems for his neck-
lace. There are sneh things as robjes, em-
eralds, amethysts, opals and peorls. These
precious stones are earnest and sincere.
They have not degencruted loto laughing
stocks, Actresses don't lose 'em, ae a8 rule,
The comle papers rarely dally witl them,
und they are seldom wom at Baxter streét
weddings.

You feal Incltned to glggle at diimonds
nowadays, They are farcleal nnd they are
meladramatle, but they ore not dramatic.
¥on ‘cdn't sympathlizé with them. ¥om
have "had it dipned Into your ears that
thele prineipal migsion in this world Is to
get valgarly lost, and when a playsright
attempts to deal with such & loss seriously’
—well, vou feel a Hitle bit put out at his
pathos,

In “Madame' Charles Coghlan has writ-
ten g play that narrowly cscaped the Iustrd
of ab overwhelming snccess, It aseapiil
narrowly, bot--it escaped. Mr, tfl»ghlnn
wrote [t for the eook and the housemald,
whe, In Eogland, own a Hterature peculiar-
Iy thelr own,  There awre noyellsts devoted
exelnsively to the servonts’ ball, and there
are playwrights to drumntize their books.
Charles Coghlun is one of them.

He Iotroduces us to o pawnbroker-ins,
who s a perfect Iydy. In her noble cook's
heart &he ls pxtoemely ashamed of being
cenneoted with the establishment of Bmun-
nei Drotbers. She con drive o bargein with
the best of “em, but she hes n sonl nbove L
Moreover, she deals with real titled peo-
ple, pod dsn'tfa bit surprizsed whea Misa
Prizoilin Bollamy's onrringe bredks down,
and Mise Priscilla herseif puys her a vislt
on route to an afferpoot ernsh chex Quésn
¥letorin of Buckingbum Palive,

Mr., Coghlan shows that he Iz gulte ab
lome on tho subjest of Toyalty, and he

Linakos the pawnbroker-ine sy eplgeammaotie

thinygs gbout tha Dreawing Rooms, “I hoar
Lhut they 4re very mixed,” shé says in a
bunghty, Lady €larh Vers de Vers sait of
way, destined (o bring g warin and cozy joy
Into the hearts of Mary Ano and Satah

i 4
g
o

desa, They love thls leyity on the gueenly
teple, It sounds so free and easy, =0

i
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convinelng and so devilishly in the swim,
don't you know. If you eun't have the real
thing, you know, a nof too spuvious Imita-
tlon Is always highly delectable;

Swipesey, as you are well awnre, uniable
to get at Delmon{eo’s ice croam, patronlses
the oue-cent ok of the hokey-prkey mer
chant, and Js perfectly satisfled. It Is the
best he can afford, although he knows that
better exists, and so it is with cook-y plays
of the “Madame’ type. The Inhnbliants of
the  servants’ hall are fnlly cognizant of
the fact that they osn never got within
bailing dlstance of Buckinghem Palace. So
they erntefnlly accept the Idess of gontle-
mon like Charlea Coghlan, who—also unable
to get within hailing Alstanes—give them
the result of ferviil imagination,

The substitutlon by the Hon, Arthue Fitz.
morels of puste dlamonds for the real
glowlng zems In the necklice owned by
Bir Vincent Bellamy, an exceedingly. In-
fuentind Barcuet, hils been carcfully adapt-
od by Mr, Coghlan from some recent pollee
court eplsodes In Londen. It wonld mot
have done Tor Wim to have portrayed Mme,
Morengky “ns denllng with plain misters.
Therse wonld have been no glow about the
thing. The pla¥wright has disarmed eriti-
Folem, be thinks, by halo-ing his detective
story with the glamour of~the Court of St
Jumes. ‘And after all, that 1s'all “Mndame'
turns ‘out to be—a detectlve stors, You can
nlmast seo the Httle messeuger boys In the
elevated tralns, readlng It surreptitiously
while they chew the coy aud elnsive pea-
nut.

You can see, In your mind's eye, lovely
IHustrations of the beaniifol Prisclila Bel-
lamy, with a very small walst, and ex-
ceadingly long legs, and similar pictures of
the Hon, Arthur, spick-andsspan In kid
gloves, and @ “top har'' and' a beautiful
dork, but wieksdly Inslnusting mustnche.

Mr. Coghlan, however, has written some
witty dinlogue, and purged of much of Ita
treelevarit tnlk, “Mudams'" may hecome ju-
toresting. AL any rate, it 1sa't 4 problem
play. aud nt any rate, Mme. Morensky has
had a marriedl past. She has “kept house
for uo fellow. 8he has merely jilted, and
hecatwe auother’s. That is perfectly harm-
tess, and the Young Person can go to
Pulmer's eompletely ab her esse. For a
lndy addieted to the pawobroker's slgn,
ahe has a loving heart, and her mature pis-
glon for Gernld Hazel, who looked so
muely Jike the dear departed Jilted one that
his givent gave har o shock, will be no-
ceptidd by all.

Mz, Coghlan has done a great denl for
Mme. Morensky. Hpe has oven made her
gelf-sucrifelng. Belleving thar Gerald bhas
been captivated by fhe nnughty Priscilla,

she orles out—in other words—""T love you,

J

but T can never be rours,” fad thit sort of
things nlways tells, It's no use loighling at
By It goes—with n vehement go, all the
Hme. As a rule you get It from inmmature
girls, but In “Madume' it le a fond heart
that bas beulen for nt lesst forty Summers
thiat makes the darling remark.
L] -

Migs Coghlan's return fo stellar glories
I$ a0 most weleome event, and in “Madame™
Mr. Coghlin has dome for her nll that n
well-appolnted brother could be reason-
ably expected to do. He hiis wirltten her
o nlee fat poart, admirably adapted to her
antumnal powers. I eonless thit T bave
never Hked Miss Coghlan Detter than T did
In this play. She 18 a disciple of a school
that will never grow oid. She glves you
flluglon without wmmecessary regllism. Bhe
doesn’t- supply yon with real tears; and
#he doesn't Dlow Ler nose of the stage.

Migs Coghlnn's euemles will tell you thot
sucl 4 woman ag Mie, Mordnsky undoiibt-
edly blew har nose occasjonally, and, more-
over, had an exceedibgly sallent nose to
Wow, Mlégs Coglinn scorus such effects,
Blhie (8 of the stage, but not necessarily
stagey, and she knows her dramatle alpha-
bet from A to . The ahly fanlt'l have to
nd with her lles In that sbominable stage
strtit in which she Indulges. Sha is n per-
slstent strutter, and as she wears slik
pettivoats that frou-frew, ¥ou notlce 1t all
the thme. 1t is a trifle, of course, but Iv is
irritating. The pecullar Yun-Yum gown
she wenrs ih the first act struck me s
belug rather absurd. Still it 1s berter than
the hnpossible costumes Miss Coghlan gen-
orally afects, and, moreover, thers wus no
line on the programme to sny who made
it, which Iz something to feel thankful for.

Harrington Ieynolds was lmported for
the ocecmslon. I don't know why—but he
wag, IHe i¥a stodgy gentleman, who wedts
4 very large walgtcont, and ke made Mliss
Cogllan Jeok Nke a sylph. Perlinps that 1=
why he was imported. On second conslder-
#tlon, It must have been. Leanding men
New  York are vavely fat, nand Miss
Coghlan would not show off well by the
gide of a skeleton. Mr. Reynoldg is not n
Lgd petor, but it seema crvel to bave put
him ro the Inconvenlence of an ocean-cross-
ieg for such a part.

The covrt dress worn by Miss Amy
Pushy made fur more of g hit than dia Miss
Bushy lmnaelt' It was a lovely white satin
frock, very mueh ltke those worn I'n “Atis-
tooraey,” and a few extra yards of sutin
e #lwuys g ogood Investment for n *soci-
ety play. I wis sminsed #o0  undor-
vesth the cast oo advertizement of “fow-
ellers sud' lmportars of preclous stapes”

It wis singularly agropos.
L

Lo

Syluey Rosenfeld ‘may @Gevelop Iuto =

Plnero otic of these days. Hoils a plitter-
Ing person, and all thiat he negds for his
genid of expresalon is'a get{ing. (You see
T'm gtiil taiking In a dlamond strali) Aus
euces will not stoop to gather np all the
lovse Leautes that Syduey throws. at
then, They prefer thelr humor shaptd,
baptedd wgy, amild In concise Torm.

Suy wlat you will, b 1 plot, althonzh
not alwuss necessary, Is a very handy
thing for. m young playpwright to  have
dbuut hig house. Only a geulus enn give
you a play thar will satisly you purcly as
an lustance of development of chiaracter,
You will tolerate that sort of thing, per-
haps, from a toun when his reputatbon is
magle.
s o plot, I you please, oh; young unid
budding dramutists,

Mir. Rosenfeld's “Iouse of Cards’ at the
Fifth Avenue Theatre, I8 compargtively
plotiess, The *eurds” dre nothing but
vigiting enrds, meaningless P. I, (.'s, Irrlv-
glons P. DL ACs, eieds with “Thursdays
at home,”" aud all that sort of thing writ-
fen upon them. Mrs. Lloyd Cutlibert, of
Newport and New York, Isa senscless, in-
aune sort of person; so Is ler daunghbter,
Gwypne, who wns nearly naughty; so 18
Eleanor, with an oostained c¢harseiey, and
<n nre all the men.  These types afe endur-
able enly as a contrast to sontethilng more
serlous.  They nre good enough for a lght
backgrotnd: they mre pleasing  hors-
A'oeuvres to a well regulated monl. DBut
when you get nothing eise, nothing but
frippery to the right of you, and frippery
to the left of you, you grow a trifie tired.

Tven ng an entertainment—one hears sa
mwueh of “entertnlnments” nowndays—"'A
House of Cardls” Is but barely seceptable.
In fact, the play 1s hopeful ns o promise of
better things to ¢ome. After baving seon
it, nobody can any longer affeet to jeer and
gibe ut Sydney Rosenfeld. He Lins pros
ellnied hhmself. He has entered the flold,
and—If you will excuse me for saying it—
Mr. Rosenfeld’'s chances are o ‘good deal
brighter than these of Henry Guy Garleton,
Clyde Fiteh or Angustus Thomas. And he
understands what he & about.  For a play
with absslutely nothing 1o it, “A House of
Cards' 15 extremely well construeted. It
must be fearfolly hard work to devise, o
fonr-net comedy about nothing at all. Tuat
iz precisely what Mr. Resenfeld has done.
He must bave started hls work with a grim
detarmination to grind cut so minny piges
of mapuscript. He could bave begun at
the end of YA Holse of Cards" almogt oa
eastly ns o the heginnlng.

Then T was dlsnppolnted at the disnstrous
turn he gave to the character of Nod Gar-
and. He had led youl to belleve that
Bleanor would marry hlm, In his delight-
fully pennlless sthto, and uteer deflant
“Bools!" - to . the - monsy-grabblug  Cnth-
berts. (It was viry otherwise. Uncle Hofl-
nann croppsd up, snd ioterfered with the

Until that has Leen nolileved, give)

pleasing prospeet of love In a cottuge, thus
defranding the audience of the very fuint
object thut had apparently been outlined.
Unele Hofftwann ‘was a degadful nuisanes,
It was slicer audneity on Mr. Hosenfeld's
part to treaf ux o that elopement, nnd
then bring back the wife' to her hushind's
house ns thongh nothing Tind happencd, s e
preténded: that he wanted to shotwv ns fhe
effectof o loveless marringe, hronght ahgnt
Ly thie Curhherts.  But he took parptienlar
palng that Gwynne should explain that her
crime waos that of lutention only. She wus
spotless, wd she wpolled the whiole plag. A
little nuughtluess is qulle pardonable, wlien
it I8 to polnt & weral, My, Rozenfeld was

to zive us “The Case of Rebellions Susan™
withont a Susan pure as the undreiven milk.

In fact, In “The House of Cards™ all Mr,
Rosenfold’s types wore on the verge of
something. They hesitotéd, and they were
lost In the stough of eolorlessness.

The tlnts of Miss Maxitle Billott, glowing
anil atdent as they are, might efMectively be
el In Somme more comniittal ploture, This
young woln iaan exaimpple of the pevirsisd
proverb, *Hundsoun Jocs 5 Hundsotme 5.
Sle s 0 wotderoisly beaut il woman, who
e act. Perhups one of these diys Migs
Eitott will tell us how she neconipllshed so
mueh In suich a short time:. 11 seoms but
yesterday that she was un lmpertinent, no-
toriety-seeking dumsel, wiil half a dozen
press agents drawlng n big zu{mr_\' from hisd
#40 per week. Now she cin' snap her fin-
gord at such mererrlelons methods.  She is
the most Interesting meniber of the cast of
“A Houpsd of Uaids," which includes such
wellskupwn people a5 Henviettn Crosman—
who, aigs! begiug 1o wadile—IKate Oesiiile,
Frank Worthing, Frazer | Couwlter, Grant
Stewart nud Edgur Davenport,

. .
.

May Robson, the character actress, who
Is mow pleyiog the part of the ladging-
house keeper in “‘Bohemin,’ at the Empire
Theatre, lns been photographed ds “The
Angel of Denth,”” Yes, It's quite true, Miss
Robson' bng made 0§ lough for so many
yenrs that mgnagers slmply smlle at the
Idea of permitting her to nake us ery.
Iy fremeled desperation Miss Robson hled
lgrself to a photographer and sat for “The
Angel of Death.”” I have one of the piotures
on iy desk o8 I write, and I nssure you
that 1t s very terrible. It Is not, as you
might Lmagine, an ange! of death—from
longhter, but o redwl trogle angel. Bhe las
stert, nneanny ayes, long, dishevelled looks
ind a voliminous white nightle over hor
head. Nobody would suspect, to look ar
this pictnre, that Mlss Robson owned an
ot of bumor, Tt 18 grim, and strong and
morbid. r

Ian't It funoy how dissatisflod aciresses
can grow with themselves? Think of Miss
Robson, with her God-glven genlus for hu-
mor, hankeving for angels of death! Pnat
tls ever thus. My own apinfon ls that If
gomo manager came forward and “neked
Miss Robson to star a8 Jullety she wonld
instantly tlhrew uslle ler moke-ups, and
hér character studles, and rush gt the op-
portunity to enter into competition with
Jalla Marlowe and Mrs, Potter. I don't

understand it. It Is & problem that I am
nnable to solve. I shall turn my pleture of
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afraid, Just a3 My, Danlel Fralimnn feaved'

of these actresses,

B
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May Tobson ns “The Angel of Death” to
the wall, and Iook ofily upon that merry
presentation of hiar as the spasmodie slavey
In “*Nerves" at the .!.r:?emu,-.

Minale  Midderh-Fiske bas certainly
made a great many friends during hey
brief stoy ot the Gavden Theatre, “T saw
her yoars ago in ‘Caprice,’ and I'm bers
for the sake of ‘suld lang syne' "' was wh-nf
I heard from a great muany people who
were preseut ot “Oesarine' durltg the pist
weaek,  Of conrse, they Suw no trices of
the lljtle thgenue-spubrette in the cold, buk
Intellecthnl matron who has. taken her
plage, Yet they were not dlsappolnted. It
Is lmpossiblé to feel dsuppolntment In the
work of this new Mrs. Fiske, who desplses
the conventlanal auvd has theories of her
owWn.

We have no Eogilsh-speaking notress here
who can even suggest [0 ug the ayeholog-

leal mothods “of Bernhnrdt and  Dase,
In  Loondon they  have  Mrs,. . Pat
Campbell, aud they cherish her for all

she Is worth, WHhy should wé not consider
Mrs. Flske as vur own Mrs. Piat Campbell?
It Is absurd to lken her to Baruh or fo
Diuse,  Elie lieks the tomperament of elthae
8he bas one of her own,
and the more you see of her the better you
W Mke ‘her.  She 18 an acquired taste, like
wlives and cavinre

The plehs will never go wild over Minnle
Muddern-Flske. She Is not what they call
on the Rinlte “strong.’ She Is not a ranter.
8k doesn't kuow the nieanlig of the word
“atagey.”  In “Cesicltie” there wers tho-
ments when T sald (o myself: “Mrs. Plsks
wott do. Thls promenade through an ex-
faetlug role Is hnpertinent.” But ten min-
utes afteriyard dho had riveted my Inter-
ext, nnd I found mysel? slnvishly admiring,

The personallty of this queer Ittle oren-
ture 1# odd, She 1s slight and giclish and
at the snme time matronly and inelplently
double-chinued. Sometimes she appeals to
you 4s a Httle chit of an actress who i3
andacigus enough to thekle roleg that might
felghten Duse; then you see her &tting
theke, chubby aud age-ing, and you woendear

‘why you dever notleed 1t before.

It d% suelh nnususlitles as these that, fm-
press themsclves upoun a novelfy-secking
publle lke that of New York. Mrs. I'iska
I bsoluteld nneonventionul. Y guite unilers
stand now 'why she wished to sink ‘the
Minnie Maddern part of her life and begin
i new career under 4 now name, She Lass
developed, mutured, and loarned a new
phase of her ark I'n “Cespring ghe shows
us thet plainly. And I hope that during
the seagon come we slall have plenty of
Minnle Maddern-Fisko in some brand-pew
palpitant plays not old fossilized  rdgouts:
sueh as “Marle Deloche” and "Lg Febhmas
de Clande,”

- . -

The season ts dying and' the stock of “at-
fractions”” Is growlng beautitully less,
There are silll enongh to go round, thanks
for kind Inguiries, hot dn a few wesks we
shull ba cllmbihg up the golden stars to the
roof gurdens, Mansgerd with opera houses
will soon begin adyertlsing thelr usunl
¢lnmorous sopply of leed air, and we shali
he listoning to those lovely gluclal stories
of zero, temperature and atmosphere twenty
degrees cobler than in the street.

Phe thdleatlons are that few thentres will
brive the Sumimer, Tt will bé a case of roof
gardiils of unothing ak all.. Time was when
a bellef lurked In many a fowl managerial
mind that the average New Yorker raun to
comle opera in the dog days. That beliet
was rodely dispelled, and the roof gardens
have solved the roblem of Suminer anter-
tainment. Wait untll you see the momster
gurden that is to rear itself above Hammer-
ateln’s Olympin, before you decide that life
in New York during July and August isn'g
worth living. ALAN DALB,
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